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ANDO GETS PLASTERED 
By Cate Kennedy 

 

 

I was finally dropping off to sleep when the phone dinged.  Three texts in quick 

succession, and then the ringing.  I thought it might be the hospital, so I groped for it and 
picked it up.  Down the line came noise and bonhomie. 

“Julie!  Sorry, did I wake you up?”   Not the hospital.  A voice from the past.  Stephen 
MacIntyre, my ex-boyfriend's best mate.   

“ Steve, it’s 3 a.m.what do you think?” 

I could hear music - AC/DC, the Golden Years - switched off abruptly.   

“Oh, right," he said.  “I thought... you’d be up studying or something.” 

Sure.  I waited, yawning.  Soon Stevo and the boys would launch into what they 
wanted.  Back in the days before Siri and Alexa - both, I notice, programmed with obliging 

female voices on call 24/7 - I was the go-to information channel for these guys.  Julie!  

Listen, does three of a kind beat a full house? Julie!  What’s the punchline to that joke about 
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ORCHARD

By Idylla Damien

The sun shines on the fruit, 

In the air the noisy bees are buzzing 

The fresh scent of blossom so sweet, so complete.

All the furry animals staring at their reflection, as the water flows slowly.

Orange and yellow crunchy leaves falling from trees.

Many foot prints in the rust coloured dust. 

The soft and hard fruit picked and placed in the old wooden bins. 

As the wind blows the tractors, trucks and motor bikes echoed. 

It was almost the end of the day.

Everywhere fruit, fruit, fruit all there is, is fruit. 
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Birds are chirping, then a sudden …

BOOM! CRASH!

Sparks flying the forklift struck the shed, time to end 

THE DAY!  

The winter coldness has arrived. 

This is going to be a long season for me, with days becoming shorter and darker, going to 

get way harder.

Tear shaped rain has fallen, fast and quick. 

The air is terribly cold, rugged up with a bright green jumper, and a thick woolly beanie that 

is keeping me warm. 

Apples and pears left underneath the trees, haven rotten from time, and smell so bad you 

would NOT eat!

Seasonal workers here for a short time, so tired, so beat. 

CLIP, CLIP, CLIP, clipping away with powerful secateurs, every piece of rough branch 

falling down.

Time to take a TRIP!


